ROBESPIERRE

standing near him, took a look at his fallen friend
snatched a pistol, placed the muzzle against his owti
temple, and pulled the trigger. Then, as armed men
rushed into the room, Augustin, quickly removing his
boots, climbed out of the window on to the cornice.
Here he stood for a moment, hesitating, his boots in
his hand, then plunged into the square, where he was
picked up with a broken thigh. Couthon had been
seized by a few of those present, who tried to drag him
to safety. When they reached the stairway, somebody
stumbled, and Couthon fell headlong, fracturing his
skull. One account has it that the giant Coffinhal flung
himself in a rage upon Hanriot and hurled him out of
the window. By the table, Saint-Just remained standing
like a statue.

XIII

Through the dark streets of Paris, Robespierre was
borne upon a stretcher from the City Hall to the
Tuileries. A crowd walked alongside, and the light of
torches cast weird gleams over his prostrate form.
Those at the foot end of the stretcher kept reminding
those at the head end to hold up his head, so he would
not die. When they reached the Tuileries, where the
Convention was in permanent session, the crowd
became so dense that the bearers had difficulty making
their way up the stairs of the building. Deputies came
tunning. "Doesn't he make a fine-looking king?"
jeered one.

Charlier, presiding over the Convention, announced:

"The cowardly Robespierre is here. Do you want
him brought in?"

"No! No!"

"The corpse of a tyrant can only contaminate the
air!" shouted Thuriot, as ungenerous towards his fallen
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